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of his own at Cadogan Square except an old
umbrella and a fountain-pen that would not
work. He had always felt that Elihu might
read any papers of his, and ho had safe-
guarded himself; besides, it was as well to be
mysterious even towards a man who had no
sense of mystery. He need never return to
Cadogan Square again.

He sat down in the dining-room and listened
through the open door to the faint sound of
the landlady cooking his breakfast. Then he
took out his pocket-book and began to com-
pose a telegram.

" Bettington Clifford's Inn London please go
my flat this afternoon send me linen for fort*
night brown shoes raincoat tweed suit hair*
brushes *Wheatsheaf Inn* Caulfietd.*'

He paused doubtfully, struck out " my "
and " me/* added " etc/' after " brushes/1
paused again, and then with a sudden smile
wrote: " Come yourself if you possibly can ideal
place Boston,9'

The landlady entered with eggs and bacon*
Her eyes beamed through her spectacles* He
asked her which was the nearest telegraph
office.